HEY-FEUOWS! 

here's great news* 



YOU CAN SAVE MONEY 
vour subscripts to 

money n° w - 



<^((%€ you can build things 
shown in Mechanix Illustrated... 
lots of fellows do... directly from 
the plans and dope in the stories. 



MODEL planes you can build 
yourself . . . even PLANES STILL 
IN THE DESIGNER'S HEAD are 
featured in Mechanix Illustrat- 
ed. Don't miss any of them. 
Send the subscription coupon 
and money today! 



Mechanix Illustrated radio, 
photography and airplane 
items ore almost ahead of 
tomorrow! They have lots 
of interesting how-to-do-it 
information. 



c/o Editor, Mechanix lllustroted Box 145 
22 West Putnam Ave., Greenwich, Conn 
Dear Sir; 

I am enclosing $1.00 for seven issues 
of Mechanix Illustrated. Please hurry I 
don't want to miss any of the new issues' 



|' Name; 

Address. 
City 
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THREE men adrift on 
the sea, Or, to be more ex- 
act, two men and a hoy, Tim 
Wayne. Ahead lay the black- 
ness of a desolate sea night. 
Behind, a thick oil slick cov- 
ered the spot where the Java 
Queen went down. A few 
splintered boards washed by, 
occasionally a life-ring. But 
that was all. Save for the two 
men and the boy. Tim 
Wayne, nothing remained of 
the freighter Java Queen. 

Tim shivered in his thin 
clothing. He was drenched 
to the skin, chafing under 
the merciless friction of his 
salt-sandy shirt. It had all 
happened so suddenly thai he 
might wonder now whether 
it had happened at all. But 
the churning, tossing sea re- 
minded him. 

It had happened al night 
Tim lay in his bunk, dream- 
ing of a happy homecoming 
to his father's plantation 
after a semester of schooling 
at Oahu . . . 

The typhoon struck sud- 
denly, crushing the Java 
Queen as swiftly and as eas- 
ily as a squirrel cracks a nut. 

Grabbing the first garment 
he could reach, Tim had 
slipped, slid, groped his way 
up the slanting decks to his 
assigned emergency posi- 
tion. Terrified, he clung to 
the dipping rail, choking un- 
der each onslaught of the sea 
across the -decks. He had 
looked for his drill partner, 
the ship's doctor. Where was 
he? How could a boy lower 
the heavy life boat himself? 

"Help me! Help me, some- 
body!" he had screamed. But 
the typhoon forced the 
words back into his throat 

With a grinding wrench 
the faea Quee* split in two. 



She lasted fully thret 
before the sea claimed her 
forever. 

When Tim came to. he 
was in the sea. He saw noth- 
ing, heard no one. He was 
utterly alone in this raging 
wilderness of wind and wa- 
ter. Helplessly he rolled with 
each new drive. A long tim- 
ber went by. almost hitting 
him. But when he reached 
for it, it sailed beyond his 
grasp. Sickening from the 
rank sea-salt, his lungs 
bursting, Tim swam a few 
weakening strokes. But each 
tortuous inch was lost as the 
sea tossed him back The 
timber floated away, lost to 
him, mocking his weakness 
against the seething might 
of the water. 

But out of the darkness, 
when Tim was near the 
breaking point, losing all 
hope, a life boat came. It had 
been tossed clear when the 
Java Queen broke He climb- 
ed in, and under the bow 
thwart was a thing . a 
black, steel-shiny thing Tim 
c'utched it under his drip- 
ping shirt. It was something 
to hold onto, some remnant 
of life. 

A LONE, Tim had not 
been afraid. He managed 
to keep fairly dry in the boat 
Sooner or later, he imagined 
a ship would pick him up. 
But after hours of drifting 
in the dark, he had found 
two men clinging to a wood- 
en bulkhead, an ordinary 
seaman and the Java Queen' a 
third mate. He had helped 
them into his boat. Unsel- 
fishly he shared with them 
the water from the one can- 
teen found in the canvas 
boat bag. In his anxiety for 
company he had babbled on, 



told them who he was, who 
his father was, where he was 
going and why. But they 
didn't listen. Each saw the 
pitiful stock of food and wa- 
ter. And then each looked at 
him. 

"I know what they're 
thinking !" thought Tim. 
"That there isn't enough for 
all of us . . - and that I'd 
be the easiest to get rid of 

first r 

The seaman made the 
first move Suddenly, he ad- 
vanced toward Tim and ges- 
tured toward the thwart 
where the canteen and the 
box of biscuits lay. 

"'Ere. kid! Hand 'em t' 
me!" 

"No I" shouted Tim. 
They're for all of us!" 

"'Why you you 
the sailor fumed. "Where 1 
come from kids is seen and 
nor heard !" 

TIM hadn't seen the knife 
* first But when the man 
came closer, its blade flash- 
ed through the atr Instinc- 
tively he ducked the throw 
The knife went into the sea 
Tim was completely terri- 
fied. But then he remember- 
ed the thing he had found. 
He fumbled in his shirt to 
assure himself that it was 
still there. 

Jenkins, the third mate, 
hauled his buddy back by 
the seat of his oil-sodden 
pants. 

"Tricks, hey? Don t get 
too smart. The kid's right!" 



Blood-mad the seaman 
turned on Jenkins. They 
lunged half down the length 
of the boat A wave broke 
over the gunwales, its Force 
knocking " Tim breathless. 
With freezing fingers, he un- 
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buttoned his blouse, felt for 
the THING, brought it out 
of its hiding place. 

-Stop it! STOP IT!" he 
creamed. "You'll sink us 
ali ! Stop it . - . or I'll shoot !" 

■"Shoot?" repeated the 
sailor stupidly. 

"Yes!" shouted Tim. 

Jenkins laughed . . - sneer- 
ed .. . smacked the sides of 
the boat and howled. "You 
heard him ! He said SHOOT ! 
The kid's got a gun!" 

Desperately choking back 
his fears, his tiredness. Tim 
help the weapon fixed. The 
two men blurred before his 
bloodshot eyes. He was cold, 
wet. hungry enough to die 
... but he held the gun. 

"Don't either of you come 
near me!" he snarled. "I 
know how to use this thing !" 

"Aw now, kid . , . Tim," 
said Jenkins almost kindly. 
"Gimme that gun. It might 

8 "Hand it t'me, kid," ar- 
gued the seaman. "I useta be 
a good shot. Soon's it comes 
light I'll shoot us a bird." 

"Get back!" warned Tim. 
"See? I'm tkklin' the trig- 
ger." 

The men got back. They 
stayed back. But the gun 
plagued them. It teased them. 
They knew the hand holding 
the gun was the master 
hand. A thirteen-year-old kid 
had it now. The one with the 
gun could eat. Maybe he 
could get rid of the others 
and have all the grub and 
water for himself, and have 
a chance to live. If he had 
the gun. 

WITH luck, the water 
* and biscuits might last 
one man a week. But not 
three. Not two men and a 
boy. 

"Gimme that gun," plead- 
ed Jenkins. 

"No . . . no!" Tim held the 
gun straight. "I know what 
you'd do if you had it. With 
me holdin" the gun, we'll a)l 
have a chance!" 

Pawn drew near. The boat 
tossed, olien buried beneath 



mountains of green. Jenkins 
snored sonorously, shifting 
with the movements of the 
boat. The ■sailor slept fit- 
fully, watching . . . always 
watching from his narrow- 
slitted eyes. But with each 
move he would make, Tim 
was alert, his gun ready. 

"I won't sleep!" he snap- 
ped. "I'm stayin' awake to 
mind the gun ! AND the food 
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So came morning, ■ 
Tim still awake. The sea was 
a glass mirror now, wiped 
clean of the storm. They 
drifted calmly. Jenkins 
caught a fish with their bail- 
ing can. Under Tim's watch- 
ful gun, they divided it, each 
getting a fair share. 

As Tim sucked on the 
meat, extracting every ounce 
of moisture, the men watch- 
ed him. They knew he had 
been awake all night. They 
guessed how tired he was, 
how benumbed from the cold 
and the wet. Hoping, wish- 
ing he would fall asleep, 
they watched him. His head 
nodded. Both men reached 
for the gun. 

"Back!"saidTim. "I won't 
sleep!" 

■7ULL morning came, and 
r still Tim guarded the 
meager store of biscuits. The 
water was long since gone, 
since Jenkins had dropped 
the canteen. Now Jenkins 
was trying to figure a way 
of distilling sea water. Each 
time he thought he had it, 
the seaman laughed at him. 
But once Jenkins twisted a 
rag, tasting the drops. 

"It's good! Well, not TOO 
good . . . but most of the 



"I've had enough o' this!" 
roared the seaman. "Coop- 
ed up in this sloppy tub with 
a brat an' a fool! A man 
could go nuts just Jookin' at 
you two!" 

"You're no pleasure to 
look at either !" snapped 
Tim. "Get out if you don't 
like it ! This is no picnic for 
anybody I 

Two men lost at sea. Two 



men and one boy . . - and the 
boy becoming a man over- 
night, seared into manhood 
by the wracking endlessness 
of sea and sky. In the boy's 
hands the mastery of three 
lives, but in his heart and 
body only creeping numb- 
ness. He was tired . . . sc 
tired. One more minute . . 
one more minute . . . 

"Gotta stay awake . . 
c-can't fall asleep. If they get 
the gun . . ." 

"Kid," said Jenkins, "Look. 
I'll make a bargain with you. 
You're half asleep now and 

Eyes half shut, Tim look- 
ed at him. , Then looked 
through him . . . past him. 

"It doesn't matter now 
. . ." he whispered. "There's 
a ship coming . . ." 
MIS head dropped. In 
" sleep, his fingers tight- 
ened on the gun. If the men 
tried to get it, they'd wake 
him. But now they didn't 
need it, A ship was coming. 

Soon a dory came, the men 
pulling in sure strokes from 
their ship. 

"The Java Queen?" bel- 
lowed an oarsman. 

"Aye !" shouted Jenkins. 
"All's left of her!" 

The dory pulled alongside. 
"That the Wayne boy? 
Jeff Wayne's kid?'_' asked 
the crew chief. "His dad's 
been wirin' every tub afloat 
about him! Here, gimme a 
hand with him." 

In the arms of the oars- 
man, Tim's slumber deep- 
ened. 

"Nice kid," remarked the 
crew chief, "Stood up okay, 
looks like." 

They drew Tim out of the 
lifeboat into the dory. His 
nerveless fingers dropped 
the gun. Jenkins reached for 
it. He inspected it closely. 

"It's Dec's," he said, "and 
. . . LOOK!" 

They looked. The dory 
men looked. But before a 
man could say a word, Tim 

"It's empty. They can 
have it . . . now." 
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SBTTHB 
FEATURES! 



One look tells you . . . you need a sparlilir 

B.cyel. lo oeMa,, ell lh. „,|. Extle.ively Schwinn-Built m .„.„ 

front tk a ' ■ *<>' built-in theft-protection. B 

front with America's favorite 
Built Bicycle. See your dealer 



theft-pro lectio 

■engineered Schw 




SXCITINfl MOVIE STAR- 
BtCYCLE FOLDER a 

Just fill in the coupon, 
past* it on a penny post- " 
card and mail. You'll 
a thrilling full-color fold* 
filled with pictures of your favorite 
movie start enjoying their Schwinn- 
Built Bicycles. Send for your copy 



ARNOLD, SCHWINN & CO., 1758 M. Hilda rf Aw.. Chit. e o 39, II 
Please send me FREE Movie Star-Bicycle Folder 



ARNOLD, SCI^NN & CO., 173» N. KHdoreA venua. Chi..-,, 3 



DARKMARK! 




